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E3 CHAPTER I.

H THE MAN WITH WINGS.
N Por many hours Cayley wns too

Bmmwy much of u god todav to bother with
Hj' the exact number of them ho had boon
H , flying slowly northward down a mild

southerly breeze. Hundreds o foot
low him was tho dazzling, tcrriblo ex- -

H pause of tho polar ice pack which
H shrouds the northern limitK of tlio Arc- -

tic ocean in it's impcnetrablo veil of
mystery.

Cay ley was alone, as no man before
ever had been alouo, for tho plunot
which spun beneath him seemed to him,
alofr, there in tho empyrean. a9 re-

mote as Mars or as tho Pleiades. Its
mountains, its crevassod vallcyH and

x its MJns, the little huddled clumps of
houses eallod towns, the small labor-
ious ships ploughing their futile fur-
rows,Immmm all amused him with a whimsi-
cal sense of pity. And most of! all,
those Jnimnn dot-lik- e grubs, to whoso
family he had belonged until ho found
his wings!.

A compass1, a sextant, a bottlef milk
and a revolver comprised, with the
clothes ho wore, and with tho shimmer- -

ing silkon wings of his aoroplane, his
whole equipment. His nearest baso of
supplies, if you could call it that, was
a twenty pound tin of pemmienn, hid- -

uen unacr n stone on mc normc-usi-.

tremity of Ilerald Island, three hun- -

drcd miles" away. The United Slates
Rescue Station at. Point Barrow, tho

H extremo northerly point of Alaska, tho
?lace which he had called home for

B iho past' throe .months, was. possibly.
H half as far again away, somewhere off
H to tho southeast.

T But to Caylcy, in his present mood.
Hj ) these distances were matters of small
1 importance. .Never again, perhaps,

Hf would tho mastery of tho air bring
1 him a sense of happiness so godlike in

B I Its seron I v. so ecstatic in it's oxhilarn- -

H tion. ''or the thing was perfect, and
vct.it now. Only with his arrival

Hf 'at Pnin Marrow ah 'the beginning of
. this had his flight boon free

H from tho thrill of momentary peril. Some
sudden buffot of wind would tax his
skill and nerve to the utmost. A flight

B before tho wind, oven with a constant,
Jj steady breeze, had been a precarious'
H business.

But for these past weeks of unbroken
1 Arctic sunshine, ho had faiVly lived

a wing. The enrth had no obstructions
H. and the air no perils. Today, with his

great broad fan-tai- l drawn up arc- -

wise beneath him, his planes pitchod
slightly forward at the precise and
perilous angle that only just did not

H him plunging, he lay there, prono,
Jl upon the shecp-ski- n sleeping bag which

padded the frame-wor- k supporting his
Jl', two wings, as secure as the great ful- -

( mnr petrel which drew curiously near,
i nnd then, with a wheel and a plunge,n i fled mvay. squawking.

pH Caylej- - wonld not say that ho had
H learned to flv; he would still insist
Hr that ho was learning. And, in a sense,

j- tlii 6 was true. Almost ever- - da3 cider,
S' gull, cormorant or albatross taught him
H' somo new trick of technique in steer -

W ing, soaring or wheeling, perhaps, in
n tricky cross-curren- t of air. Even
that fulmar, which had fled in such
ungainlv haste, had given him a now

Bi , idea of aerostatics to amuso himself
with.

But for all practical nurpoBCS Cayley
h had learned to fly. The great fan- -

i' driven air shin, 100 feet from tip to
Jl

1

. tip, which had long lain idlo on his
H ranch at Sandoval, would probably never

( leave it? houso again. It had done
B ' yoeman service. Without its powerful

j propellers, for a last resource, Cayley
1 3 would never have been able to try

"'
a the experiment's nnd get tho practice
ij which had given him the air for his

natural clement. He had outgrown it.
; - He had no more need of motors or

I j whirling fans. Tho force of gravity,
ff i the force of tho breozo and tho per- -

fectly muscles of his own
J bod" gave him all tho power he nccd- -

, cd now.
' t And what a marvelous nower it wasl

Jt He had never believed before the state- -

Jl r' ment of men of science, that, the great
E4 gray northern geese can sail the air
J; i at eighty miles an hour. He knew It
Jl, now. lie had overtaken them.
J, Perhaps the succeeding generations

H' of humankind may develop an oyo
H,i which can see ahead when the. body

i'h lying prone, as a bird lies in it's
flight. Cayley had remedied this de- -

y ; ficiency with" a little silver mirror,
H' slightly concave, screwed fast to tho

cross-brac- e which supported his shoul- -

j dors. Instead of bonding back his
Hl , head, or trying, to sec out through his

' eyebrows, lie simply cast a backward
glance info this mirror whenever ho

xl wanted to look on ahead. It had been
.' i a little porplcxing at first, but he

could sec bottor in it now than with
his unaided eyes,

r And now, a minute or two, perhaps,
i after that fulmar had gone squawking

H. !j away, ho glanced down info hia mir- -

H't ror, and his olympian calm was shaken
H with the shock of surprise. Por what

B'' 1 he saw, clearly reflected in his little
V. ' redjicing glass, was land. Thcro was

H yhy'r "mountain, nnd a long dark line that
H: ' j must bo a cliff like coast.

K' And it was land that never had been
Hi j marked on any chart. In absolute de- -

Hl ; grees of latitude ho was not, from tho
H.- I Arctic exploror's view, very far north.
Hf v Over on tho other side or the world
Hf they run excursion steamers every snm- -

H mor nearer to the pole than ho was at
Hf) i, this moment. Spitsbergen, which has

! bad a permanent population of fifteen
; thousand souls, lies three hundred miles1

farther north than this uncharted coast
which Pliilip Cayley saw before him.

But tho great ice garj which covers
I tho top of tho world is irregular in

shape, and .iust here, northward fromH Alaska, it juts its impenetrable barrier
H far down into the Arctic sea. liogors,
Hi ! CollinBon and the d DoLoig,
H thoy all had tried to penetrate this
HLgi barrier, and had been turned back.

Cayley wheeled sharply up into tho
wind, and soared aloft to a height of,

mr perhaps, a quarter of a mile. Then,
witli a long, flashing, shimmering sweop

VI ho descended, in tho arc of a great
Hi. ' circle and hung, poised, over the land
Ml itself and behind the jutting shoulder
IjK of tho mountain.
IE Tho land was a narrow-necke- d pentn- -

Bitla. Srountain and cliff prevented
him from seeing the immediate coast

mfc r on tho other side of it; but out a lit- -

l tlo way to sea ho was amazed to dis- -

B5. cover open water, and tho Bmoke-lik- e

. vapor that he saw rising over the cliff- -
taf head made it ovidont that tho opening
Rx extended nearly, if not quite, to the

mat very land's edge. It was utterly un- -

HVr expected, for the side of the peninsula
mm which he had approached was

d for miles.K, Tie would have towered again abovo
HJf;' the rocky ridgo which shut off his view,
HK and gone to investigate this phenomc- -

HK- - lion at closer range, had ho not, just
mmjr; then, got tho shock of another sur- -

mC prise, greater "than the discovery of
HR& I laud itself.

jl . The little valley which he hung
P;. fl poised abovo .was sheltered by a sec-Bij- f

fi ond ridge of rock', hills toI I the north, nnd, except for streaks, de-m-

I. noting crevices, hero and there, was
1 qnito free from ice and snow. There

Hh I were "bright patches of grnen upon if,
Mmm I , cviduntiy 'ionic-bi- t of flowering nortli- -

BL jll. r , r -

orn grnsB. and it wns flecked hero and
thoro with bright bits of color, yellow
poppy, ho judged it to bot and saxi-
frage. Hugging tho base ot tho moun-
tain on the opposite side of tho valloy,
then notching tho cliff and grinding
down to soa at tho other side of it was
a great white glncicr, all tho whiter,
anT colder, and more dazzling for its
contrast with tho .brown niounlain-sid- o

and tho groon-cla- d valley.
Up abovo the glacier, on the fartTior

side, wore great broad yellow patches,
which ho would havo thought woro
poppy fields, but for the impossibility
of their growing in such a place. No
vugetablo growth was possible, ho
would havo thought, against that clean-cu- t,

almost vertical, rock' .face. And
vet what else could havo given it that
"blazing yellow color? Somo day ho
was to loam tho answer to that ques-
tion.

But the thing that caught his eye
now, that made him start and draw
in a little involuntary gasp of wonder,
was tho sight of a little clump of black
dotH moving slowly, almost imporcopt-ibl- y

from this distance, across the face
of tho glaoior. He blinked his oyos,
as if ho suspectod them of playing liim
false. Unless they had played him I

false, these tiny dots were men.
Instinctively, ho shifted his bnlnnco

a little io the left, loworing his loft
wing and elevating his right, and be-
gan reaching along, thwartwise to tho
wind, in their direction,

Presently he checked himself in mid-flight- ,;

wheeled nnd hung, soaring, whilo
ho restrained that rebellious instinct
of his. an instinct which would havo
led him to sail down into tho midst
of them and hold out his hand for a
welcome. What were mankind to him?
Why should tho sight of t'hem nrit-- his
heart; beat a little quicker?

Thov must bo white. lie felt sure
of that, for thisxland could haMly havo
any perninnont inhabitants. And, of
courso, ho meant to go for a nearer
look. Probably ho would descend
among them; find out who thoy were,
where their ship was. and if they wore
in distress, he would then set sail
through the air to carry news of their
plight to those who might cA'cct a res-
cue. But not upon that first instinct
of his for companionship with his fel-

low men; not until his heart was beat-
ing with its normal rhythpi again.

Jlo wheeled onco more, and thon
sailed slowly in thoir direction. Their
laborious progress down tho glacier led
them away from him, so that ho camo
up from behind and without attract-
ing their attention. Tho Arctic sun
was too low to cast his shadow across
them, and he hung, at last, unremark-
ed, directly ovor their hends. There
was small likelihood that they would
look up, until somo sound from him
should attract their attention, for,
among tho crevices, the chutes and
treacherous ico bridges of tho glacior
top thoy had small leisuro to givo hoed
to anything but thoir footing.

All of the party, but ono man, woro
dressed exactly alike, in hooded bear-
skin skirt's anl breeches, and boots of
what he guessed was walrus hide. They
moved nlong with tho peculinr wary
shufflo of men accustomed, by long
habit, to tho footing and to the hoavy
confining garb thoy wore. So far as
ho could sec thoy wero unarmed.

The other man was strikingly differ-
ent. Ho appeared to bo clad as Cayle'
was himself, in leather, rather than in
untanned hide. Ho seemed slightor,
sprightlier, and iu every way to con-
vey tho impression of having come
more recontly from tho civilized, habit-
able portion of the world than his com-
panions. He carried a riflo slung by
a strnp over his shoulder, evidently
foreseeing no immediate use for it, and
a flask.

Cayley was too far aloft for their
conversation to bo audible to him. but
he could hear that they wore talking.
The leather-cla- d man appeared to ha
doing the most, of it, and, from the
inflection of his voice, ho Beemcd to
be fipoaking in English.

Prom moment to moment Cayley kept
meaning to hail them, but, from mo-
ment to moment, he kept doforring jho
action. It amused him a little to think
how much, in ono wav or another, that
hail mirht mean to those plodding fig-
ures down below, Now, or five minutes
from now; it could not matter to
them. And meanwhile ho could guard
that hard-wo- n aloofness from human
endeavor, human fears and . suffering
and limitations, a( little longor.

Presently ho noticed that the leather-cla- d

man had forged a littlo ahead of
his companions, or, rather like a flash,
this idea occurred to Cayloy that tho
others wore purposely lagging a littlo
behind.

And then, before that sinister idea
could formulato itself into a definito
suspicion, his eyes widened with amazo-men- t,

and the cry ho would havo ut-
tered died in, hiB throat; for this man,
who hod eo innoconth' allowed the
others to fall behind "him, suddenly
staggered, clutched at something it
looked like a thin ivory dart that had
transfixed his throat, "tngged it out in
a sudden flood of crimson, reeled a
little and then went backwards ovor
the; glassy edge of a fissure in the ico,
which lay just to the loft of the path
whoro ho had been walking.

From tho inBfcint when Cayley had
noticed tho others dropping behind, to
tho Inst glimpse ho had of tho body
of tho murdered man could hardly have
boon five seconds.

Tho instant tho mnrdored man dis-
appeared, another, who had not previ-
ously been with tho party, it scemod.
appeared from behind a hummock of
ice. Thero could bo no doubt oithor
that he was the assassin, or that ho
was. tho commander of the little group
of skin-cla- d figures that remained. Tho
ambush appeared to have been porfectly
deliberate. There had boon no outcry,
not oven a "csturo of surririso or of
remonstrance.

Caylev looked at tho assassin curi-ousl-

He wns dressed exactly liko tho
others, but seemed very much bigger;
scorned to walk with less of a slouch,
and had, oven to Cayloy's limited viow
of him. an air of authority. Cayley
was surprised at his not being armed
with a bow, for ho know of no other
way in which a dart, could have boon
propelled with power onough. even at
close range, to havo transfixed a man 's
throat. The assassin's only weapon,
except for a quiverful of oxtra darts,
seemed to be a short blunt stick, nidely
whittled, perhaps ten inches long.

Obedient, apparently, to tho order of
the now arrivnl. the party changed its
direction, leaving what was evidently
a well-know- n path to them, for a seem-
ingly more direct but roughor route.
And thoy moved now with an nppcar-nnc- o

of haste. Presently thoy scramb-
led over a precipitous lodge of ico and,
in a moment, woro lost to Cayley 's
view.

The world was suddenly empty again,
as if no living foot had ever trodden
it: and Cayley. hovering there, a little
above the Iovel of tho ice, rubbed his
eyes and wondered whether the singu-
lar, silent tragedy he had just witness-
ed were real, or a trick tho mysterious
Arctic light had played upon his eyes.
But there remained upon that vacant
scene two inntcrial reminders of the
tragedy t" "which it had afforded a
setting. One was a smudge of crim

son on the snow; tho other, a littlo
distanco off, just this side of tho icy
ridgo ovor which tho last of tho party
had gono scrambling a moment beforo,
was the strange looking blunt stick
which he had seen in tho assassin's
hand.

Cayloy flew a littlo lower, hio wings
almost skimming tho ico. Finally,
renching tho spot whero tho thing had
fallon, no alighted and picked it up.
Whether its possessor liad valued it,
or not, whether or not ho expected to
return for it, Cnyloy did not know, and
did not much care.

Ho stood for some time turning tho
thing over iu his bands, puzzling ovor
it, trying to make out how it could
havo boon used as tho instrument of
propulsion to that deadly ivory dart.
There wns a groovo on ono sidu of it,
with a small ivory plug at the ond.
The other end was curiously shaped,
misshapen, rather, for, though it was
obviously tho end ouo hold. Cayloy
could not make it fit his hand, what-
ever position ho held it iu.

Cuing up tho problem at! last, ho
tucked the, stick into his belt, slippod
his arm through the strap in tho frame

Ir?o. toward the the feeling tho folt for

work of his aeroplane nnd prepared for
flight. Ho had a littlo difficulty get-
ting up, owing t'o the absenco of a
breeze at this point. Finally he was
obliged to climb, with a good deal of
labor, the icj'. ridgo up which ho had
watched the littlo part- - of murderers
scrambling.

At the crest ho cast a glance around,
looking for them, but saw no sigus or
them. Then, getting a favorable Blaut
of the wind, ho mounted again into
tho olemcnt he now called his own.

A heavy fog was filling up the d

valley, liko a and whcu
he had towered it and into tho
clear, sparkling, unvcxed air abovo it,
he found, rolled out beneath him, as
far as ho could see in every direction,
what looked, under the slanting ra3rs
of the sun, like a warm, fleecy, d

blanket.
But, somehow, tho return to tho up-

per air, even the drawing of that great
cloud-curtai- across tho earth, failed to
HLvo back to Cayley that mood of sc
rone happiness which ho had enjoyed
an hour before. He tried hard to re-
cover it, and his failure to do so irri-
tated him. In vain, ho asked himself
what those little figures on tho ice
could moan to him, or ho to them. In
vain, ho told himsolf that tho thing
ho had seen was nothing but a picture

a puppet show.
Ho began wheeling a great spiral in

the upper air, higher and higher, until
the intensity of tlio cold and tho drum-
ming of the blood in his tomples warned
him to doscend again.

But high or low. some invisible mag-no- t

held him over the spot, where he
had witnessod that unexplained trag-
edy; au intense curiosity flint would
not lot him go until ho had, in somo
way, accounted for the flying fate that,
so silcnth had overtaken the leather-cla- d

man down thero on tho ico.
Five 3'cars before Philip Cayloy

would havo passed for a jrbocl cxamplo
of that typo of cloau-huibo- clean-minde-

likable young man which the
best of our civilization seems to be
flowering into. Physically, it would
have been hard to suggest an improve-
ment in him, he apnroachod so near
tho ideal standards. IIo was fine
grained, supple, slender, small-jointe-

thorough-bre- d from head to heel.
Intellectually, he had been good

onough to go through tho Academy at
West Point with credit, and to graduate

to service in tho cavalry. His stan-
dards of conduct, his ideas of honor
iind morality had been about tho same
as those of tho best third of his class-
mates. Tf his fellow officers in tho
Philippines, during tho year or two ho
had spent in the service, had beon
asked to pick a flaw in him. which
they would havo been reluctant to do.
they would have said that he secmod
to them a bit too thin- - skinned and
rather fastidious; that was what his
chum aud only intimate friend, Porry
Hunter, said about him at any rate.

Bnt ho could afford to bo fnstidious,
for ho had about all a man could want,
one think. For three generations
thoy had taken wealth for granted iu
tho Cayley family, and witl it had
come breeding, sccuritj' of social posi-
tion, simplicity and ease in making
fricndB, both among men and women.
In short, thoro could bo no doubt at
all that up to his twenty-nint- year
Fato had been ironically kind to Philip
Cayloy. Sho had given him no hint,
no preparation for tho ntunning blow
that was to fall upon him, suddenly,
out of so clear a sky!

When it did fall, it. cut his Ji t'o clean
across; so that when ho thought back
to that, time- now, it seemed to him
that, the Lioutenant Cayley of the
United States army had diod over the.ro
in .tho Philippines, and that ho, tho
man who was now soaring in those
great circles through the Arctic sky,
was a ebnnco inheritor of his name and
of his memory.

He had set out one clay at the head
of a small scouting party, the best-like- d

man in .the regiment, secure in
the respect, in the almost fatherli re-

gard, of his colonel, proudly conscious
of the almost idolatrous admiration of
his men and of the younger officers.
Ho had gono out believing that no one
ever had a truer if riend than ho pos-
sessed iu Perry Hunter, his classmato
at West Point, his fellow-office- r in
tho regiment, the confidant of till his
hopes and ideals.

lie had come back, after a fortnight's
absence, to .find his name smeared with
disgrace, himself judged and condemn-
ed, unheard, iu tho opinion of the mess.
And that was not the worst of it. Tho
same blow which had deprived him of
the regard of the only poople in the
world who mattered to him, destroyed,
also, root and branch, his affection for
the one man of whom he had made an

intimate. Tho one fooling that it
would bo possible for him to entertain
for Porry Hunter again must bo a
half-pityin- contempt.
And if that wns hie fooling for the
man he hnd trusted most and loved the
most deeply, what must ,it bo for the
rest of humankind? What did it mat-
ter what they thought of him or what
they did to him7 All bo wanted of
human society was to escapo from it.

Ho foil to wondering, ns ho hung,
suspended, ovor that rosy cxpnnso of
fleecy fog, whether, woro the thing to
do over again, he would act as ho had
acted five yenrs ago; whether ho wonld
content himsolf with a single disdain-
ful denial of the monstrous thing they
charged him with; whother ho would
resign again, under fire, and go away,
leaving his tarnished name for the
daws to pock at.

Herotoforo ho had always answered
that question with a fierce affirmative.
Today it left him wondering. Had he
stayed, had he paid the price that
would havo boon necessary to cloar
hiuiBolf, he would nover havo found
his winga, so much was clear. Ho
would ncvor have spent thoso four

only achieved world which world mti.

lake,
through

would

years in tho wilderness, working, ex-

perimenting, taking his life in his
hands, day after day, whilo ho master-
ed the art that no man had over master-
ed bofore.

Ho had set himself this task because
it was tho onh ono ho know that did
not involve contact with his fellow-being-

He must havo somothing that
he could work at alono. Work and
solitude woro two tilings that ho had
felt an overmastering craving for. And
tho possibility ho had faced with a
light heart every morning tho poss-
ibility of a sudden nnd violent death
beforo night, had boon no moro to
him than an agrooable spice to the
dav's work.

It was not until he had actually
lcarnod to fly, had literallv shaken the
dust of the earth from his feet and
taken to the sk3r as his abode, that
his wound had healed. The three months
that ho had spent in this uppor Arctic
air, for sixteen hours out of
twenry-four- , had calmed him, put his
ncrvos in tunc again; given him for
men and their affairs a quiet indiffer-
ence, in place of tho smarting con-
tempt he hnd been hugging to his
breast beforo. Thrco monthB ago, at
sight of thoso little human dots cross-
ing the glacier, he would havo wheeled
aloft and gone sailing away. Even a
month ngo he would hardly havo hung,
soaring there, above the "fog, waiting
for it to lift again the veil of mystery
which it had drawn across tho tragic
scene he had just witnessed.

The month was August, and the long
Arctic day had alreadj' begun to know
its diunnl twilight. A fortnight ago
the sun had dipped, for tho first time,
below the horizon. By now thero were
four or five hours, out of ovory twenty-four- ,

that would pass for night.
The sun sot while he hung thcro in

tho air, and as it did so, with a now
slant of the breozo the fog rolled itself
up into a great violot-colorc- cloud,
leaving the earth, tho ice. tho sea

below him. Aud thorc, in the
open wntor of the littlo bay. ho saw
a ship, and on tho shoro a cluster of
rifdo huts.

It struck him, even from the height
at which ho soared, that the ship, tied
to an ice-flo- e in tho sholtcr of the
great headland, did not look like a
whaler, nor like tho cort of craft which
an Arctic explorer would have selected
for his purposes. It had more the trim
smartncHS nf a vnr-hf.- .

They were probablv all asleep down
thoro, he reflected. Tt was nearly mid-
night and he saw no signs of lifo any-
where. Ho would drop down for a
nearer look.

Ho descended, with a sudden .hawk-
like pounce, which wns one of his moro
recent nchievoments in the navigation
of tho air. checked himself again at
about tho level of , tho masthead, with
a flashing, forward' swoop, like a man
diving in shallow water; then, with a
sudden effort, .brought himself ui
standing, his planes iicarl3' vertical,, and
with a backward spring, alighted, clear
of his wings, on tho ice-flo- e just oppo-
site tho ship.

As ho did so. ho heard a littlo sur-
prised cry, half of fear, half of

It was a girl's voice.

CHAPTER II.

THE GIRL ON THE IOE-PLC-

She stood fheve on the. floe confront-
ing him. not ten feet away, and at
sight of her Philip Cayley 's eyes wiil-8no-

"What in the world!" ho
gaspod. Then . stared at. her speech-
less.

She wnp clad, down to the knces4 in
sealskin, and below its edge he could
see tho tops of her small d

boots. Upon her head sho wore a lit-
tlo turban-lik- e cap of seal. The siunrlly
tailorcd lines of the coat emphasize":!
her young slondcrness. Ifer bootmaker
must havo had a reputation upon some
metropolitan boulevard, and her head-
gear came clearly under tho category
of what is known as modes. Her oye's
wero vory blue and her hair was golden,
warmed, he thought, as slip stood thorn
in the orange twilight, with a glint
of red.

Cayloy gasped , again, as ho took in
tho details of this vision. Then col-
lected himself, "T beg votir pardon."
he stammered. "I don't mean to bo
rudely inquisitive but what, in the
world, is a person like j'on doing in
this part of it, that, is. if .you aro
real at all 7 This is latitude seventy-six- ,

and no cartographer who ever lived
has put that coast-lin- e yonder, into his
maps. Yet hero, in this nameless bay,
I find a yacht, and on this ice floe,
in tho twilight you."

She shook her head a little impa-
tiently, and blinked her eyes, as if ti

cloar thorn of a vision. "Of course,"
she said, "I know I've- fallen asleep
and this is a dream of mine, but evon
for a dream, aron't .you a littlo

Yachts arc a natural mode
of conveyance across tho ocean. You
find them iu many bays, sometimes in
nameless ones and thoy always have
poople on them. But .you you como
wheeling down, out of a night sky, like
somo groat nocturnal bird, aud alight
hero on tho floe beside mo. And thon
you chaugo yourself into a man and
look at mo in surprise, and ask me,
in English, what in the world I am
doing here, I and the yacht; and ask
me if I'm real."

There was a moment of. silence al'tor
that. Unconsciously thoy drew a little
nearer togochor. Then Cayloy spoko.
"I'm real, at any rate," he said;. "at
least T'm a tax payer, and I weigh one
hundred and sixty pounds, nnd I have
a 'name and address. It's Philip Cay-
loy, if that will make mo seem more
natural, nnd my headquarters this sum-
mer aro over on Point Barrow."

"But that's five hundred miles
away," sho protested.

"Is iff" he mi id indifferently. "Tvo
been all day, and4 I haven 't
come down for an observation once. 1

don 't know just where I am. I'vo liecn
feeling a little unreal for hours, or,
rather, the world has. And now, at
tho end of it, I find a a person like
you hero in the twilight " he finished
the broken sentence with a gosturc.

"I'm not. dreaming, then?" she
asked dubious!.

"No," ho said; "if either of us is
dreaming, it's not you. !May I furl up
my wings and talk to you for awhile 7"

Her eyes wero on the broad-sprea- d

shimmering planes which Jay on the
ico behind hi in. Shu seemed hardly to
have heard his question, though sho
answered it with an almost voiceless"yes." Then she approached, half
fearfully, tho thing he called his
"wings."

"It is made of quite commonplace
materials," he said with n sinile
"split bamboo and carbon wire and
catgut and a fabric of bladders, ce-

mented with fish glue. And folding
jit up is rathor an ungainly job. Tho
birds still hnvo the advantage of mo
there. In a strong wind it's not very

(easy to do without damaging something.
Would you mind slipping that joint for
jno, that ono right bv vour hand? It'sjust like a fishing rod."

Sho did as he asked, and her smilo
convinced him that, she had at least

d his purpose in asking the
servico of her. Tho next moment her
words confirmed it.

"You wanted mo to mnko suro, I
suppose, that it would not turn into a
great roc when I touched it and fly
away with mo to tho Valley of Dia-
monds." Sho patted tho furled wing,
gently, with both hands. "I suppose,"
she continued, "ono could dream as"
vividly as this, although I ncvor have

unless, of courso, this is a dream.
But,- - " and now Bhe held out her hand
to him. "but I hopo I am awake. Aud
mv nnmo is .Tcannc Fielding,"

Ho had tho hand in his, and noticed
how liyc and strong and warm it wns,
before sho pronounced her name. At
the sound of it. he glanced at her
curiously; but all ho said just then
was, "Thank you," and busied him-
self immediately with completing tho
process of furling his wings.

When he had finished, ho tossed tho
sheep-ski- n down in a littlo hollow in
tho floe, aud with a gesture invited
her to bo seated.

"Oh. I've a great pilo of .bear skins
out here," sho said, "quite a ridicu-
lous pile of them, considering it is not
a cold night; and wo can make our-
selves comfortable hore, or go aboard
the yacht, jusst as you please."

They were seated, sido by side, in
the littlo nest she had made for her-
self, before he reverted to tho idea
which had sprung, up in his mind upon
hearing her name. "There was a 'Cap-
tain Fielding' once," he said slowlv.
who sot. out from San Francisco half
a dozen years ago. in the hopo of dis-
covering the polo, by the way of Bchr-in- g

Strait. His ship was novor seen
again, nor was any word received from
him. Finding you here and hearing

name, 1 wondered "
"Yes1," sho said gravel', "he was

my father. We got news of him last
winter, if nu could call it news, for
it was four years old before it reached
us. A whalor in the Arctic fleet picked
up a floating bottle with a message
from him, telling where ho was. So
we havo como here to find him at
least to find where ho died, for I sup-- i
pose thoro is no hope' never so much'
as a grain of hope of" anything bo-
lter."

Ca.yley could not contradict, her, and
he saw there was little need of trying
to do so. She had spoken simnl.v. anil
vorv' gravel', but it was evident the
years had taken the sting out of her
griof.

IT . ...I 1. ..111 l.i iv iuiii vuii wiium nu .viis .
asked.

"Oil, quite exactly." she (old him:
lie gave us latitude and longitude, and
mapped the coast line. So you were
wrong, you see, in what ynu said about
cartographers. And ho gave us the
route by which, .with reasonable for-
tune, wo might find onon water. We
had good fortune and we got hero
safely, but. of course, we xforo too late.
The hut on the shore there is deserted.
We havo seen no signs of life at all.
The men have gone abhore lo search,
and there is fo be a gun-fir- if they
find anyone alive. But they have been
out all day and there has been no
sound. Yw will understand. I think,
though, why T did not want to sleep
tonight in my cabin iu the vaeht
why the ice and tho dome of stars i

seemed better." '

"Yen," he said. "I understand. "
Presently, al'tor a moment's musing, he:
added. " What scorns strange to me. j

incomprehensible altogether, is, that;
men liko your father, and so many
others, sihould risk nnd loso their lives
t rying to roach the polo. "

'"You can't understand that' ' she
question surprised, "you a man with

' 'W MIL'S?
"J suppose it's, because of the

wings," lie answered her. "I slept
there once, earl' this summer, s'lopl,
and rested, and ate a meal."

"There-- " she echoed incredulously.
"Where do 'ou mean?"

"At the pole, or within a half de-
gree of it, I won 't guarantee my in-

struments-, nor my observa-
tions any more accurately than that
and it Hcemed a poor place to risk one's
life tryinc to reach, .lust tho k

the "eternal nothing but
that." Then his eyes lighted a littlo.
"Hut 1. should like to go thoro some
time in the winter should like to fly
straight ahead for hours and hours,
through the long dark, until I could see
the North star squarely abovo my hend
in tho zenith, the center of all tho uni-
verse. That would be a sight worth
having. I should think. Some day, per-
haps. I shall try for it. And then one
could iro straight.' on across. a week
or ton days would do it all from Daw-

son City. sav. to St. Petersburg."
"Dawson City tn St. Petersburg!"

she repented: "only a creaturo of
wings could put thob'c two. cities into
the same sentence, even in imagina-
tion. And oven with 'ou it must be

imaginary- - You couldn't do it, really
could you?"
"Yes," ho said; "I could do it."
"You're tireless then 7" sho asked.

"You could go on flying, flying, with-
out rest, for a week?"

"I don't fly," he told her. "or
hardly at all. The birds don't fl, not
these great sea birds that livo on the
wing, The' Bail; so do I."

"But then, don't you have to go
with tho wind?"

"You've sailed a boat, haven't
you?" he asked by way of answer.
"You put up a sail to catch the breeze,
aud then you make it force your boat
right up into it; make 'our boat go
against the wind, by tho force of the
wind itself. That was regarded as a
miracle once when men first did it."

"Of course," she admitted, "but you
do that by tacking."

"That'K the way I do it ;by tack-
ing, and tho force of gravity is m'
keel."

"And in a calm?" sho asked.
"It's never really calm- - up there;

it's always alive, restless, always flow-
ing this way and thnt, sometimes in
great plauidl oven rivers, with banks
as elenrly markod, almost, as tho banks
of a stream of water. Aud then again,
iu storms "

He interrupted himself with a short,
laugh, and then asked her an absurd
question. "Can ou imagine a sea of
thjck molasses? If can. try to
think what it would be like in a storm;
and then you will know how water
storms seem to me, who live in the air.
Those waves in the sky, when they're
angry, shoot you aloft for a niilo, whirl-
ing, and then drop you again, ns if off
the pdgo of a precipice, with nothing,
nothing at all, but shoor vacancy,

your wings. It blows- - so hard
sometimes that even tho albatross or
frigate-bir- d can't lio up, hovo-tci- ,

against it. They havo to turn and
scud, and givo the storm its will with
them, just liko the losser fowl. I had
to do that once, and it is tho only time
in my life that I havo ever felt an
overmastering terror."

Sho looked at him curiously. "And,
yet, j'ou must have fncod death a thou-
sand times, " she hazarded.

"It wasn't the prospect of death
that frightened mo," ho answered
thought fully. "It wns just plain panic

just the intrinsic terror of tho Titan
himself, who seemed to be drunk and
heaving tho world about. That doesn't
sound very sensible: perhaps 3'ou un-
derstand tlio thing T mean."

Sho did not auswor, but sat for
awhile, thought full- - silent, her chin on
her knees, her arms embracing them,
and her eyes focused no ncftrcr than
on the patch of dusky orange at the
horizon.

"How long havo you lived like
this?" sho asked abruptly.

"Really lived? Only threo months
or so. I spent the better part of five
years learning to fly.".

"And 3'ou have flown all over the
world?"

"All over this most deserted patch
of it."

There was anothor silence. Thon she
said, "And whnt a contempt you must
have for ns for us, poor wingless crea-
tures, who cannot eross a littlo fissure
in a rock or a bit of opon water with-
out such toilsome labor. Yes, that must
bo tho feeling contempt; it could
hardlv bo pity."

"If that's true," ho rejoined quick-I3- .
I 'it's only poetic justice. I've only

achieved toward the world tho feeling
which the world held for me."

Tho words were spoken harsh 1, ab-
ruptly, as if his memory had just tasted
something intolerabh bitter. The man-
ner of the words. 110 less than the senso
of thorn startled her, and sho checked
a movement to turn and look into his
facq. Instead, sho tried to recall it
as it had looked when sho had first
stood confronting him, beforo the twi-
light had faded.

It was a strange face, as she remem-
bered It. but this, she reflected, was
probably duo to the incongruous effect
of his deeply tunned skin with his very
light, d hair. A sensitive

ifaco, finely chiseled, almost beautiful,
and 3oung, but with au inexplicable

stamp of premature ago upon it. It had
not struck her at all as a tragic face.
And ct the meaning of those last
words of his, uttered .as they were, had
been tragic enough.

"At least 3'ou have a magnificent
revenge," was all she said. And then
there was another silence. She herself
was trying to think of something to
say, for she realized that his confes-
sion had been involuntary, and that the
silence must be distressing him.

But it was ho himself who broke the
silence with a natural, matter-of-fac- t

question. "You say a soarching party
has set out from the yacht? Havo they
been long ashore J "

"The' set out only a littlo after
sunrise. Wo came into tho buy with
the last of yesterday's twilight, and
the sight of those hui's at the edge
of the shore " her voice faltered a
litllo, "nearly made us hope that the
impossible might prove true. We fired
our signal cannon two or three times
and then sent up some rockets, without
getting any answer. It was too late
to go ashore in the dark; so we had
to wait a few hours for another .sun-
rise. The few of us who were left on
the vaeht expected them back today
before dark fell. But. I supposu there's
nothing to worry about in their not com-inr- r.

Thev went equipped to pass a

night ashore, if noccssar'. You dou'fcv'Bii
advise 1110 to bogin worrying about" Sirfllthem, do you?" 1$Hi H

Ho did not answer her question. HQn&Hl J1

was recalling something which his amnz-38-
1

ing mooting with thn girl out hero ouctbthe ice-flo- e had, for a little while, puf-i3p- . '

quite out of his mind tho weird, Bilentr'JM''
tragedy he had Keen enacted a fowLlhours 'before upon tho glacier behind mWii
tho headland. The victim, tlio man ''2mLm-th-

leather coat, must have been ono
of the parly from tho yacht; but it X M
was impossible that the little band or-j-

his murderers could .be. No one freshly mm-lande-

from the yacht would have, beon '$mr:
dressed as they were, or wonld have1 VBVgl
been armed with darts. jW&'Ii

With no better look at them than hadl ME
beon possible to him as he hnng nbovej 'jHF!I
their heads, lie had been convinced tb&i 'jBjf,2
thev were white; certainly, the loathe- - Hjf
coated man had boon talking to thera., 'Kffroel' enough, in English. And yet, if;' ME
white, tho.y must have becu Tofugcat?' fllrti
survivors, if not of Captain Fielding's

expedition, then of somo other,' ,Bp
tragic, unreported ship wreck. 'Jp!

But if thev were white men rofa- -'

gees, why had thoy fled from their hutt mKm
at sight of the yacht which came bring- -' wli'
ing a rescue? Why had they driven! wm0that one luckless member of the res-- ,

jm-cuin-

party who fell in with them, into" " J&'t
that carefully prepared ambush, andJ M
then murdered him, silently? Evon Ew 'wF'
kimos would not have dono a thing like! ' jW?-

His long silence had. alarmed the girlJ mrnL
and presently, perceiving that this was Wmm
so, ho drew himself up with an affected!
start. "T beg 'our pardon. I drifted! ;B2
off, thinking of something else. Living! oHK
in the sky doesn't seem conducive to Ki
good manners. No, I don't boliovej aB
thero is anything to worr' about. Anyj
way, as soon as light comes back, whichi iflf1
won't be long now, I can set at resn Ikan- - fears you ma3r have. I'll go and
find your party, and I'll soarch the, MStL
land, too for ilnything else that may IK
be there. And then I'll bring youj

"You arc very good." sho said withj 'WSft
a little hesitation, "but I can't lc 8E

He interrupted her with a IangbJ Hf"It's nothing difficult that I am pro--(
posing to do for you, you know." ' IBf"That's true. I hud forgotten your --JBy
wings. The rocks, tho ice. the steep
places, that mean so tragically much toj 'Amfk
them, arc nothing at all .to vou. Buq WL
what are .you doing now? Evon yoni ;HrJ
enn't find "them in the dark." I "iK'i

lie had already begun unstrapping! mm
the bundle he had mado of hiB wingsJ "'.mm
and seemed to bo proparing for imA vIK
mediate flight. That was what caused! :mW
her question. j

"No," he said; "I shall wait foa W
sunrise." ' :BL

"But why not. here, on the ynohtlj
We can give you a comfortable been
there; better, certainly, than that sleeps 'Hp
ing bag of yours." I : WmJ

"E am afraid," ho said, "that whatl 'Hyou call a comfortable bed in a yacht's He
cabin would be tho surest instrument- - .lifi
that could bo found for keeping nji
awake all night. No, T shall find al "imm
sheltered hollow up at the top of theJ m
headland yonder, where I shall aleepl HJ
deeply enough, 'ou may be sure." ; HI

She still interposed a half-hearte- d ob-- t M
jection to his going, and Tct she was ' K
glad he did not to it. The thought H
of his unfolding his wing3 and flying
away again, just as he had come, 8eemo2 .11
fitter, somehow, than tho prospect ofl '.M
taking him to tho yacht in a dinghy,' H
and bidding him good night, like anyj (jH

other commonplaco sort of mortal. iBm
She watched him, silently, while her

slipped tho "steel-jointe- d rods into place, W
drew the catgttt bow strings taut, until . K
tlury sang until the fabric of his planes
shimmored in the starlight quivorod, as flH
if thoy woro instinct with, a life oft hBm
their own.

A senso of the unroality of it all caraa H!
welling up strong within her, and a Wt
touch of an almost forgotten fear of Bjj

"Good night," she said, holding ouc R
hor hand "good bye." nm

"Till morning," "he answered. w
A little breeze came .blowing across '

tho ice just then. He droppod her hand MWL

quickly, slippod his arms into thei? Wfk
places iu tho frame, mounted tho ledgti . Eli
01 ice, nnd then, with a short rdn, JJK
sprang forward into the breeze. m&

She saw his planes bend a little, un- - D
dulat?. rather, with a sort of scnllingj H
motion, us he flew forward, not far. mm
above the level of her hoad. He dipped.' U
down again as soon as ho had. open: u
water beneath him, and almost skimmed! Hi
the surface of it. Then, gathering ID
speed, lie began mounting, on a long Hi
slant, iu that great starry, domelike; IH
sk', until, at last, the darkness swal- - H
lowed him. IH

.She felt curiously alone now that ha H
was gone; and a little frightened, like" jflV
a child just wakiug out of a dream.' ID
And sho blew a small silvor whistlo 'fm
that hung about her ueck, for a signal! ID
to the men ou the 3'acht to send a boat JH
for .her. wm

Then, while she waited, she dropped M
down rather linily ou her pile of bear- - MJ
skins. Her hand found something hardJ mm
that, had not been there bofore, and tak--j Mi
ing it up sho found that it was a curjJ , mm
ous blunt stick of wood, rudely whittled' SB
and about ton inches long." It muse iflfl
have fallon from his belt whilo he sata fll
there talking to her. Sho wondered) wfl
what he used it foi. , wLm

(To Bo Continued"). 'nl
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